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EVELYN roamed aimlessly, but
with cxccediog enjoyment,
through the lovely Long Island!

road. She hoped her destination!
would be the Nassau station andj
Lhence by train back to the city, but
HiVCi/M a wuuu)' /auiuo uiu «w. .

ways lead her In the direction she
fancied she was going.
On this particular Saturday afternoonIn late September she was anywherebut near the Nassau station.

Evelyn was not, however, aware of
this fact nor of anything save the extremefreshness of tho air and thv
Joy of being away from tlio small officeon Broadway, where she road numerousstories by authors and authors
in the making. Each Saturday; as it
rolled along in the summertime, found
her far from Eroad way and sometimes
loo far in tho heart of the country for,
her own safety. On more than ono;
occasion she had been forced by tti<;
shades of night to heg a night's lodg!lug in tho nearest farmhouse.
Evelyn always reserved tho time betweenSaturday afternoon and Mondaymorning for herself. During the

week she was, as an editor, at the
Seek and call of any ono who chanced
.nto the office, und so every week-end
<ho gave to her own company and tookt
her tramps alone. It was thus that
rhe managed to slip into her office
:hair Monday mornings with a clear
I'ision and eyes unwearied and cheeks
fresh with the color of new life.
"You great big beautiful sun," she|

whimsically remarked to the crimson
ball that was slowly climbing down
nehind tho trees; "you scom to havajfust dashed across the slty today, and
yet I suppose you have really taken!
your leisure.' Evelyn heaved a sigh,
lor this was Sunday evening and the!
next morning would have to see herj
:it her desk heaped high with manu-!
scripts. . |
She was swinging past an orchard

in which the apples were red and ripe;
and casting their fruity fragrance Into;
her hungry senses. Evelyn couldn't!
remember ever having wanted any-1
Ihing in the way of food so much as
.she wanted some of thoso rosy ap-1
pies.
Desire harnessed to physical abil-1

ity tempted her to leap over the fence
and pilfer her choice from tho orch-j
ard just as any small, hungry boy
would do, but conscience bade her]
proceed farther and perhaps secure.'
Iier apples honestly from a farm hand.
Evelyn was rewarded for her hon-1

jrable intentions by seeing a sign a bit j'
farther on which stated that apples i,
«'err> for sale, and she pranced joy- j;ully through a dilapidated pathway
avcrhung with grape vines to a shock- j
UKiy UllKUUilK. UlU L'UIJUU&I) Hid ILJlllb

:ottage.
She knocked in vain on the paintless

loor and finally with an unladylika
eliemence. However, then? was noj
response, and Evelyn's desire Tor ap- *

| iles only Increased with the difflculIy of procuring some.
r Discouraged, she started away, but

is she passed tlie odorous orchard she
locided to help herself and leave paymentfor what she took.
She selected six beauties, pondered

,i moment as to their selling price andjilook a 50-cent piece from her purse,
rummaged among notes, powder puffs
md numerous feminine appurtenances
until she discovered an errant liandkfirchlef.Into this she put her money,
and with a short bit of string secured
it to the branch of an apple tree.one
that would catch the oye of the farm-
or when he should return to his ram-
shackle cottage. I
Munching contentedly at an apple.

Evelyn continued her way along the
road, and in the course of time arrived
back in the city and at her small apartmunt,the rent of which had been
raised to a shocking height only thy
day before. i

It was during the month of November.Eyelyn remembered well the day «

.that she received a splendid story
from one ot the newer writers.
"He may have been struggling for

years and years," thought Evelyn, "but
his name is only creeping about maga-
Bino circles now."
She had not forgotten the incident

>f the apples, because her brain sel-
lom erased any of her wonderfu.
itchings of country rambles. They
Nero all very precious to her and this
itory coming from the pen of a vivid
nrftor gave Evelyn a fierce hunger
tor the days of a summer past.
She knew, of course, that the author

ot the story was Just one of the dainty
accessories to a good story.lhat findingof fifty cents in a handkerchief >
tied to the branch of a tree. It had
been brought into the story as one of
ihp Quaint experiences of one who i
Iwelt on the broad country road.
Bo unusual was tho coincidence of

-that idle moment of her own having
. 1rifted into this stranger's story and

that very Btory having coruo into her
awn editorial hands that Evelyn was

tempted to carry.on the other side of'
the tale. She wanted to clash into a

taxi, take a train for Glon Cove and!
the ramshackle cottage, find the young
lUthor seated before a firo with his
pipe' in Ills mouth dreaming of more
itories, fall madly in love with him and
ll*e happy ever after.

Instead of that Evelyn dictated a
most editorial letter to John Cutstone
tolling lilm that his story was charmingand offering him $150 for It. She
added .also that she would bo Interest1od in meeting him should ho bo in town
in tho near future.

/ So John Cutstone was in town in
' tho near future. In fact, he took the

flrtt train out of Glen Covo after he
had motored down to the village postSffJcoaad got his letter from Evelyn
Monroe, editor of tho "Botst."

ft uras, as always happens in the
tf felt of fiction, a case of almost ta

stutaamos tore.at least, the instant
Er«{ya foaad her hand in that of John

f Cvtstcne she had a wonderful feeling
|* of contentment John kaew that with
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I was very/ lonesome after my nice
tj©tber-in-Jaw had returned to the
aimy aviation field. 1 sent'Baby Baba
back borne with ber nurse, Mrs. Charln.Probably I ousht to have gone
with them, but In spite of myself I
"stuck around" that wretched border
town waiting for my husband to come
back, Jus! as Jim, Jr. had prophesied]:
wonlud do.
Would I have stayed In that lonesomeuncomfortable place had Bob

been off on ordinary business I Cor-
tPlnly not. I simply couldn't go north
end leave the other woman and my
husband In the same vicinity!
When I put the caje plainly to myu-lfit seemed so absjrd! 1 hated my-

self for being langlod up in a vulgar
sex triangle. I had neter dreamed of
that, the bride of B.ili Lorimer could
possibly havo to Ilvs through an ex-.1
perience of that kind. Bob had loved'
me bocause I was intellectual and ed-1!
r.cated, he said. As a girl, I had been;
wftat is usually described an "spirit-'
ual." And Bob had oretended to adore
that In me.
After I was marrl >.!, I wa3 shocked

to find myself falling from my piano,1
of high living and bl-jh thinking. Andj,
uiv own husband was pusljing nie !1
down. Through him :t was -that a com-j
r.'on creature.Kath Vine Miller.Jcould touch my personal happiness!

11 UlUUlUIU&Vi.v ik tt ami U. ««

premo insnlt of my life!
1'ndoubtedly tl><3 girl was a moron.

a beautiful adult female with tlw. mind]
of a girl o; 12 years. She and I were
oa dtff'.tirf as darkn '?s nnd daylight.
She wri'i ignorant nnd passionate, I
wab educated and lvservod. I oom-
pared myself to her iylth smug satisluctton.Doubtless every jealouB wife
l.as done the same tnlng.
Tho wt ret of my hints was not that

which touched my personal pride. It ,
was Bob's fall from his own high
piano which made me weep most bit-
terly. I had always held mj Bob to
lo quite superior to the ordinary vulgarpulls of sex. My worst horror
was tho possibility that the girl might
r.dd my husband to .ici conquests and '

drag bin down! Evei if he no longer
l'-ved raf 1 didn't war.', to see bim de-
traded to her level! I
That was a maternal feeling, I sup- i

found something he thought only ex- 1
isted in romantic fiction. 1
"Your cottage is painfully in need i

of paint." was the editor's stupid re- 1
mark. f

"I will pamc it nexi kpi-uih, >

promised. "I was too busy gardening 1
and writing all these stories that have
been bringing me In big checks to da s

;iny dolling up around the place." Had c
his eyefc been anywhere but fixed t
steadily on her face Join,would have r

turned in surprise to ask: "And how
do you know anything about my I
shack?" a

"I happen to have been the poor city c
worker who purchased the apples and e
lef tny best handkerchief "

"By Jove, no! I have speculated a t
hundred times beside my fire as to tho t
identity of that quaint wanderer, but s

never for a moment expected " A t
wonderful blush springing into the editor'scheeks reminded Cutstone just f
in time that he had only three minutes 1
before met Evelyn Monroe, and that g
even in the best of fiction the hero
Isn't quit likely to proposo on so short r
in acquaintance. "So.famous a per- i

son;" he tactfully finished and watch- '

ed the biush recede unwillingly. s
"You are to be the famous one," t

Evelyn said with sweetly serious eyes
fixed on the author; "your touch is v

very, very charming. A rich and s
broad experience in life as you go c

ilong year by year should produce in '

>-ou the power to become a writer cf a

the highest order." s

It was Cntstone now who flashed,
but his eyes did not waver from the
vision that was before them.a vision .

rich and broad and so wonderful as to
make the editorial office seem a thing
jf frffgrance and flowers and blue
skies.

"I am on my way to those expcriances,"he said softly, "and I am a

[airly swift runner."
j

jjThe Story Lady 1
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The weeks flew past now for Peter, f
md for Mamma Palmer and daddy,
too. For one day, near the end of the o
'irst school term, mamma had pulled d
Poter on her lap and asked him how <i
ie would like to go away to_ school 2
with a lot of other boys. U
Peter's eyes got too big and his

south went too far open to let him
,alk. 'I
"TTnnln Il<l» h. . f. TT10 " <!

Tiamma explained, "and wants lis to I"
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poee. In wifely love of the fine3t
kind, there Is always tJiia maternal element.

I rag(d for a day a night over
the ha;d condition w\ich I could noil
control. collected ideas enough to;
make a large book. It's proper title]wtijht have teen "Other Women Hus-;
b:nds." And its th°me the sad fact1
tbat worn n are themselves to blames

J rathor fancy that if all women;
In general blame mo.;.wives invari-i
illy blame husbandn for every upset'
j! the matrimonial cr- Adam has al-j
Wf ya been scoffed at, but he was'
right when he "put it cnto the womar."I jelleve. Any f)erraan<>nt ret'.rcnin the morals of matrimony musr
b( gin with women t-.einselves.
"A union of wonun pledged io lot

married men alone, would help a lor,
I heard Mother Lorimer say once upon
a time.

I rat fancy thae if all women
ivi.wld agrte to leave properly married
men to tie sympathy and umlerstanduiijot tmsfr respective spouses, the
ivorld would bo a more decent place to
I've in. Women, when they become rivalsart- the worst enemies ol the
liome.
"Honor between women.Is there'

ruch a tljing?" I ast:ed .myself And
though that the cheapest women in;

the world are not poor, rouged crea-l
lures vl:0 dre3s on!.' with an oye to
attract the- men. 'I'li^se girls are at!
least honest.they do not attempt to;
conceal their Intention. j
The cheapest women in the world,

sre the Einugly re-'.pectable women,
».ho infest every plane of social and

business life and s'jriy filch the
Interest of other -voau'n'B husbands
iV.ey desire to appear respectable and
nnocont. But they are the every-day
/umpires who work suotly and unseen.
Like dangerous disease germs tney
iioison society and destroy domestic
;ife.
Kathiiine Millor r^s an overy-dav

ranipire. 1 wondered vrby 1 had ever
nade anv attempt to save her.

I rather liopod she would elope with
he bandit chief. It would be a com-i

tn lat nun Mimiiet'fi wife do the,
rest! I

et him borrow you for a while. He
mows a nice school for boys just your
ice, in his town, where you will get
ots of exorcise and training besides!
ituTly. You will be with Uncle Peter
ivory Sunday, and he wants to do aj
ot of nice things for you."
"Ye-e-es, mamma." Peter answered

lowly, "I'd lilce to go.if you and
laddy and the twins just wouldn't b?
oo fac away. You would come to see
lie, wouldn't you ?"
So it was settled, and daddy took

'eter down town tho last Saturday
ifternoon and bought him a new suit
if knickerbockers, new "Sunday"
ihoes, and a warm overcoat.
Early Sunday morning Poter went

o see Hal and Corny and the rest of
lis little crowd, and promised to write
is often as ho could. When he came
lack, mamma was just saying:
"Yes, I know it's a wonderful thing,

ftr him. and I'm grateful to Uncle
'eter. But.it's so hard to let hlml
;o."
"Never mind, we'll see him soon, and
emember, I'm going to take him there
ayself," daddy answered.
After dinner tliey all started to the

tation. Peter was all a-tinglo when
io climbed on the train with daddy.
The last time he answered mamma's

pave from the window, he thought he
aw something shiny rolling down her
iheek, but he wasn't sure. Probably
t was the sunlight. And she smiled
it him, anyhow, so everything was fine:
is he started toward Uncle Peter's.

.Helen Carpenter Moore.
(The End.)
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THIS is a remarkable Sale of Winter Coa

regular stocks. No special purchases <

what you choose you may be sure it is repi
of excellence. And another important feat!
entire season left for wearing a heavy Coat
every purchaser during this Sale.

At $25.00
Excellent Coats in Velours and Heavy Cheviots
in a wide range of styles. Some with Fur collars;all handsomely tailored and trimmed.
Originally priced upwards to $35.00.

At $55.00
These include some of the most handsome Coats
it has been our privilege to offer. Materials are

Silvertone, Silver Tip Bolivia, Velours, Chinchilla,Broadcloth, Velour de Laine and other
fine fabrics. Rich Fur collars and other fine
trimmings and linings are featured. Originally
priced to $69.50.

Other Osgood Coats \
\ Are Proportion

Suit Sail Is.
Continued jk
20% Reowctions
The woman who has not yet purchased her Suit will p
if she makes her selection hgre. Every Suit.\vith>
tion or exception.has been^to&iced 20%. Every;
large and attractive Osgood assoraunt is offered ia
saving. We.can't begin to describe tHo^^fferinggf t
well worth your time to stop and look thrWh oj/r^
is excellent Suit weather and there is no di^dpg
every woman's wardrobe for at least one^flearlto
weight suit. y'

THE SALE PRICES AJH^$23.60 TO $140
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INTER COATS I
OW REDUCED

Is, for it embraces every garment in our
»r odd lots are offered, so that no matter
resentative of the usual Osgood standard . ||
are is the fact that there is practically the
assuring the fullest measure of value to

At $39.50
Fine Coats in Velours, Heather Tweeds, Broad-
cloth, Plush and Silvertone. All colors and sizes
Some have luxurious Fur collars.. Formerly. »,>
priced up to $50.00.

At <C7Q 1J. ix *J»*j\J

In this group the Coats are distinguished by '' |i
their beautiful styling and fine-quality mater- |ials such as Chamelon Cord, Tinseltone, Silver- ®

tone, Duo-Tone, Velours, Etc. Finest Fur col- > J
lars adorn many and the linings are rich silks..- J |Formerly they were priced upwards to $100.00, 1
.they are unusual bargains. ? |

/ahied up to $200.00 j

lace^c^t^p, After All"
, |
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